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PREVIOUSLY IN SPAWN: 

Al Simmons was a hit man for the US government until his C.O. Jason Wynn, 
betrayed him and a mysterious assassin ended Al’s life. At the moment of 
death, Al was offered a deal by the demon Malebolgia and returned to Earth as 
Spawn, a creature with supernatural powers born in Hell. 


As Armageddon consumed the world, Spawn turned against his masters, de- 
stroying all life on Earth. While God and Satan continue their endless conflict in 
a parallel universe, Spawn has re-created the world and resurrected the human 
race in what has become known as the White Light. The portals to Heaven 

and Hell are closed, leaving humanity free from the influence of angels and 
demons. Or so he believes... 


After a reunion with his brother, Richard, Al’s long-buried memories are begin- 
ning to resurface and it seems the mysterious creature known as Mammon has 
been manipulating Al Simmons since he was a child. When he returns to his 
parent’s home, Al’s father tells him Mammon’s influence stretches back even 
further. He gives the journal of his great-grandfather, Henry Simmons, a journal 
that carries a dire warning for future generations. The Simmons bloodline 
tainted and Al’s mother has been in league with Mammon, the man she knew 
as Malefick, since before his birth, marrying Al’s father for the sole purpose of 
breeding this generation’s Hellspawn. 


The monster in the bubble... 


As Mammon draws the threads of his plot together, Spawn is led to his second 
brother, Marc, now a leading criminal profiler for the FBI. After investigating 

a series of horrific murders, apparently carried out by a supernatural entity. 

The trail leads to Kenneth Erskine, whose lack of immunity to bacteria means 
he has spent his entire life in an isolation bubble, wehre he expresses his 
fantasies through his comic strips. Like the murder victims, he entered a manga 
competition, but his story of a disabled boy, whose latent paranormal abilities 
are triggered by the White Light event, doesn’t gain favor with the judges. 
According to the latest episode of his comic book, he has been creating psychic 
projections to exact revenge on the competition winners. 


It should have been simple enough for the savior of the world to protect the 
remaining two winners, but after Kimberly Manson is casually tossed to her 
death, it seems that Spawn’s power is fading fast. 
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© 2008 Todd McFarlane Productions, Inc. All other related characters are TM and © 2008 Todd McFarlane Productions, Inc. All rights reserved. The characters, 
events and stories in this publication are entirely fictional. With exception of artwork used for review purposes, none of the contents of this publication may be 
reprinted without the permission of Todd McFarlane Productions, Inc. 


OH MAN! 
THIS IS SUCH 
GREAT 
FOOTAGE. 


v 


I SHOULD 
GET AN AGENT. 
THIS WILL GO 
WORLDWIDE. 


I COULD 
RETIRE ON THE 
ROYALTIES. 





RECORDING 
TE GRIME THE CRIME’ 


. SEENES ONGOING, 
a ASSHOLE, AND I 
DON’T WANT TO 
BE SEEING THIS 
D\ screw-up ON 
\ YouTuBe. 


= 


YOU KNOW 


WHAT? I’M GOING 
TO GO WITH MY 
\ INSTINCT HERE. DIRECT YOUR 
7 ao FIRE AT THE SLIMY 
z THING WITH THE 
TENTACLES. 


rae 








COME ON, 
SIMMONS, YOU'VE 
FOUGHT LONG AND 
HARD. YOU SAVED 
THE WORLD. 





XQ 
FINISH THIS 
LITTLE CHAT 





YOU KnOud), 
You COULD HAVE A 
BRIGHT FUTURE 
AHEAD OF YOU... am 


PROVIDED YOU 
SURVIVE THE NEXT 
EW MINUTES 





I TOLD YOUTO \ 
PUT THAT BLOODY 


yy onmy CHRIST! 
7” YOU'RE HIM AREN'T 
YOU? YOU'RE THE ONE 


‘\\ WHO SAVED US FROM 
THE APOCALYPS 
Sas 


|S IT HAPPENING 
{ AGAIN? IS THAT WHY 
YOU'RE HERE? 








MOUNT 
PLEASANT 
HOSPITAL. 
PORTLAND. 


«AND 
STOP WHAT YOU’RE DOING YOU KNOW 
KENNETH. WHEREVER YOU'VE GONE Ti WHAT THAT 


HOW LONG 
DO YOU THINK 
YOU'LL LIVE ONCE THIS 
FILTHY AIR STARTS 
CHOKING UP YOUR 
LUNGS? 





WHAT IS HE 
DOING?! 


DROP YOUR 


WEAPON ONTO }- 3 


THE FLOOR! 


SECURITY 
TO THE 
ISOLATION 


STOP 

IGNORE 

NYX AND GET 
BACK HERE 
RIGHT NOW 
OR I WILL 


THEY CAN’T HELP 

YOU. ALL THEY’RE 

DOING IS SPEEDING 
THINGS UP. 


AY NY ATTACKING _\ 
THEM, KENNETH. 





ALL RIGHT MISTER, — 
OU HAVE SOME EXPLAINING 
TO DO. 


TD | Wns 
! y LET YOU RUN AROUND 
s— ay 7 ~~ PLAYING COWBO'S IN 
WASHINGTON, BUT IN THIS 
TOWN WE TAKE A DIM VIEW 
OF PEOPLE WHO THREATEN 
TO SHOOT UNARMED, 
DISABLED KIDS. 


Y NYX, COULD 
YOU SAVE US ALL 
ALOT OF TROU@LE 
AND HYPNOTIZE 

\\X_ THESE GUYS. 


dds iNl AL Ca 


A BINDING 
SPELL WILL BE 
= FASTER. 


WAS 
CUTE, BUT YOUR 
MAGIC TRICKS DON'T 
SCARE ME. _ 


IM NOT 
INTERESTED IN YOU ANY 
MORE, KENNETH. 


I WANT TO 
TALK TO THE ONE 
WHO'S PULLING 
YOUR STRINGS. 





-IM NOT 
FOLLOWING 
YOUR SCRIPT, 


COMMUNICATE 
THROUGH YOU 
ANDO IF HE 
DOESN'T 9O THAT 
RIGHT NOW, IM 
COMING IN 


H MY 
GOD, I KNOW 
HIM. 


THAT'S 
MALEFICK! 


WHATEVER 
YOU WANT FROM 
ME, MAMMON, YOU 
CAN STOP USING 

THIS KID. 


YOU WEREN'T 
SUPPOSED TO COME 
HERE YET. I’M NOT 
FINISHED - 


USING KENNETH? ~* 
OH NO. KENNETH HAS HIS 
OWN AGENDA. HE’S BEEN 
PLANNING THIS KILLING 
SPREE ALL HIS LIFE. 


Y IVE JUST... 
WHAT'S THE 
WORD? 
= ... EMPOWERED 
HIM. 


= 


Se 


eet 





SOMETHING 
HAPPENED TO \« we 
HIM DURING THE SOMETHING ~S 
APOCALYPSE THAT THAT PESTILENCE 
ALLOWED HIM TO ,_CONCOCTED. 
LIVE OUT HIS 
SICK LITTLE 
FANTASIES. 


=F 


w 
LOOK AT 


LET’S SEE 
WHAT HE’S 


ARTIST. A LITTLE 
UNDISCIPLINED, BUT 
WEREN'T WE ALL AT 

THAT AGE? 


ei 
IT LOOKS LIKE 


KENNY IS PAYING ~Y 
VISIT TO THE LAST ~y 


BEAT HIM TO THE 
TOKYOBLAST 
AWARDS... 


THE VERY 
LOVELY, BUD 
HOSER... 








wd 
B ¢ Wy 





POLICE! 
RAISE YOUR 
HANDS INTO 

THE AIR OR 
WE WILL 
SHOOT! 


WHAT? NO. 
NO PROBLEMS 
HERE. HE’S 
SLEEPING LIKE 
A BABY. 
OKAY 
SIR, I'LL DO 
THAT RIGHT 


CONTROL HAS HAD 
A CALL FROM THAT PROFILER 
GUY, SIMMONS. HE SAYS THE KILLER 
IS ON HIS WAY HERE. WE HAVE TO 
CHECK ON HOSER. 


IF I HEAR ONE MORE 
WORD FROM THAT JERK 
ABOUT HOW THE CIA CONSPIRED 
TO GET STAR TREK CANCELLED, 

I’M GONNA HAVE TO POP ( 


HIM MYSELF. 


YOU'RE A 
LITTLE LATE 
OFFICERS. 








IF IT MAKES 


YOU FEELANY ¥& 
BETTER... JUDGING 
FROM THE DAMP 
PATCH UNDER MY 
CROTCH... 





4 HAT 
HAPPENED TO 
YOUR SENSE OF IF EITHER ONE 
JUSTICE? DOESN'T OF YOU COMES 
KENNETH DESERVE , THROUGH THAT BARRIER, 
A FAIR TRIAL? YOU’LL KILL KENNY. ANY 
a CONTACT WITH _ 
BACTERIA- 


HE DOESN'T 
SEEM TO HAVE ANY 
PROBLEM BREATHING THE 
SAME AIR AS YOU. 


Me, 


SL 
ae 


\ 
itd 





A FALLEN ANGEL, 
PERHAPS. BUT STILL AN 
ANGEL. BACTERIOLOGICALLY 
SPEAKING, I’M AS PURE AS 
DRIVEN SNOW. 


THE OTHER 
HAND... I IMAGINE 
YOUR BREATH 
ALONE WOULD 
KILL HIM AT FIFTY 





KENNETHS 
KILLED FIVE PEOPLE 
WITHOUT SHOWING A 
HINT OF REMORSE. 20 
YOU REALLY IMAGINE 
RA THAT I HAVE A PROGLEM 
WITH HIM DYING? 


38 








5b aE, 


YOU CAN SPARE THIS 
YOURSELVES THE SOUL- WIS WHERE 
SEARCHING. I’M DONE. THE TORMENTED 

I WON'T BE KILLING 4 ANTI-HERO TAKES 

ANYONE ELSE. \ HIS FINAL 

ca BOW. 


I’VE EXPOSED 
THE MEDIOCRITY 
OF THOSE 
SECOND-RATE 
HACKS. 


i 


THE PUBLISHERS © 
WILL BE FIGHTING OVER 
MY STORY NOW. 


I'v ¢ 
SIGNED ALL THE RIGHTS 
TO MY WORK OVER TO 
DR SALLOW. THE GRAPHIC 
NOVEL, THE BIOGRAPHY, 


THE TV AND MOVIE 
RIGHTS. Z 


HE’S GOING \ 
TO BEA RICH )__ 
MAN. 


I’M COMING 
OUT. I’VE HAD 
ENOUGH OF THIS 
BUBBLE. 


IF I STAY IN 
HERE MUCH LONGER, 
I THINK IT’S JUST 
POSSIBLE I MAY GO 
CRAZY. 





REALLY IS BAD. 
YOU PEOPLE - 
2KOFF= - 
YOU REALLY 
BREATHE THIS 
ALL THE 


STOP 
RIGHT THERE, 
KENNETH! 


I’M - 2KOF< - 
GOING OUTSIDE. JUST 


ONCE IN MY LIFE - =KAFFé< - 


I’D LIKE TO FEEL THE SUN 
ON MY FACE. 


wlll Ly 


NOT you, 
MAMMON/ 


YOU'RE 
NOT GOING 


Se ™ rem 





L'VE WAITED A 
Y LONG TIME TO GET MY 
{{ HANDS ON YOu, WITH NONE 
\ OF YOUR MINIONS AROUND 
__ TO PROTECT YOU. 


BEFORE 
I TEAR YOUR 
HEAD OFF YOUR 
S| SHOULDERS, TELL 
Me! WHAT WAS 
THIS FOR? 


YOU DON'T HAVE 
WHAT IT TAKES ANY MORE. 
THE ANGER IS GONE. THE 
HATE. THE DESIRE. ALL THE 
THINGS THAT MADE YOU 
A HELLSPAWN. 


YOU'RE FINISHED. 
ALL I WANT FROM 
YOU IS TO RECOGNIZE 
THAT FACT. 


6 
THIS? WHATS 
HAPPENING 
TO YOU? 


OH DEAR. 
I APPEAR TO 
BE FALLING 
APART. 


I’M SORRY 
TO DISAPPOINT 
YOU, OLD FRIEND. THE 
SPIRIT'S MINE, BUT 
THE FLESH IS- WELL, 
NOT TECHNICALLY ei QUGHT 


. FLESH ATALL. MANIPULATE HIS 
PSYCHIC PROJECTIONS J] 
\ “INTO SOLID FORM. 
THIS ISA 
_ SIMULACRUM. 


RIPPING 
MY HEAD OFF 
WOULD BE 
SOMETHING OF 
A HOLLOW 
GESTURE, I’M 
AFRAID. 





FT OF THIS BODY L MELT 
AWAY INTO THE ETHER. 


3KOFF - kof fe 
IT LOOKS LIKE - 
2KofFE - LIKE 
A BEAUTIFUL 
DAY. 








EMPIRA 





